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'What do you say?' he yelled out. 'Shall we strike
hands ?'

'Why don't you offer her your boots, you simpleton ?*
someone remarked. *Don't you see hers have no soles
left any more T

He looked at the woman's shoes with the bare feet
sticking out of the soles and then at his own freshly
greased boots and exclaimed, *Nu, the devil, the boots,
too ! By Jove, that is more than any merchant would
offer you ! And if you want me to I'll slip them off
right now. Shall I T

This was more than the girl could tolerate. She
jumped to her feet, violently flung a large cucumber at
his hat and knocked it off, and as he bent over to pick it
up, she flung another cucumber at his head. The crowd
roared with hilarious approval.

*Go on home, you crazy loon,' she shouted in a
piercing voice. ll don't want to marry you. Do you
understand, you dirty beast ? I'll kill you,' and she made
ready to throw more cucumbers at him, when her
mother grabbed her hand and reminded her that the
cucumbers could be put to better use.

There is no telling how the affair would have ended
if the girl's mother had not summoned a red-capped
militiaman to order the persistent suitor away and to
disperse the crowd.

Several hours later I saw him again, leering over the
back of a wagon at another girl, who was sitting on a
near-by pile of timber, playfully dangling her bare legs
and eating black bread and sausage.

CHAPTER  VIII
THE VOICE OF THE CEOWD

AT last Sunday came. I rose early. The sky was clear,
and the sun was bright. The night before it had rained
again, but not heavily, and the hollows which never
dried out had turned into pools of mud. When I started
on my round of calls, the sheep and cows and horses and
pigs had already been driven to pasture', and all was now